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THIS OLD ADMIBAL. 

ONE at last. 

That brave old hero of the Past I 
His spirit has a second birth. 

An unknown, grander life ; — 
All of him that was earth 

Lies mute and cold, 

Like a wrinkled sheath and old 
Thrown off forever from the shimmering blade 
That has good entrance made 

Upon some distant, glorious strife. 

From another generation, 
A simpler age, to ours Old Ironsides came; 
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The mom and noontide of the nation 
Alike be knew, nor yet outlived hia fame, — 
0, not outlived bis fame ! 
The dauntless men whose service g^uards our 
shore 
Lengthen still their glorj-roU 
With his name to lead the scroll. 
As a flagship at her fore 
Carries the Union, with its azur^ and the 
stars. 
Symbol of times that are no more 
And the old heroic wars. 

« 

He was the one 

Whom Death had spared alone 

Of all the captains of that lusty age, 
Wlio sought the foeman where he lay. 
On sea or sheltering bay, 
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Nor till tlie prize was tbdrs repressed their 
rage. 
They are gone, — all gone : 

They rest with glory and the undying Pow- 
ers; 

Only their name and fame and what they 
saved are ours! 

It was fifty years ago. 

Upon the Gallic Sea, 

He bore the banner of the free. 
And fought the fight whereof our children 
know. 

The deathful, desperate fight I — 

Under the fair moon's light 
The frigate squared, and yawed to left and 
right. 

Every broadside swept to death a score ! 
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Roundly plojcd her guos oud veil, till tbei 
fiery enai^s fell, 
neither foe replyiug more. 

All in silence, when Ihe niglit-brecze cleans 

Old Ironsides rested there. 
Locked in between tlie twain, and drencbed 
witU blood. 

Tlicn homeward, like au eagle vith berpre;' 

0, it was a gallant fraj. 

That Gght iu Biscay Bnyl 
Fearless the Captain stood, in hia jontliful 
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Whether of iron or of oak 
The ships we marshal at our country's need» 
Still speak their cannon now a» tfaen tbej 
spoke ; 
Still floats our unstruck hanner from the 
mast 
As in the stormy Past, 

Lay liim in the ground : 

Let him rest where the ancient river rolls ; 
Let him sleep heneath the shadow and the 
sound 
Of the hell whose proclamation, as it tolls, 
Is of Freedom and the gift our fathers gave. 
Lay him gently down : 
The clamor of the town 
Will not hreak the slumhers deep, the heauti- 
ful ripe sleep 
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Of tliis lion of the wave, 
Will not trouble the old Admiral in his 
grave. 

Earth to earth his dust is kid. 
Methinks hia stately shade 
On the shadow of « great ship leaves the 
shore; 
Over cloudless western seas 
Seeks the far Hesperides, 
The islands of the blest, 
Where no turbulent billows roar, — 

Wliere is rest. 
His ghost upon the shadowy quarter stands 
Nearing the deathless lands. 
There all his martial mates, renewed and 

strong, 
Await liis coming long. 
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I see the happy Heroes rise 

With gratulation in their eyes : 
" Welcome, old comrade," Lawrence cries ; 
" Ah, Stewart, tell us of the wars ! 

Who win the glory and the scars ? 
How floats the skyey flag, — how many 
stars? 

Still speak they of Decatur's name. 

Of Bainbridge's and Perry's fame P 

Of me, who earliest came P 
Make ready, all : 
Room for the Admiral ! 

Come, Stewart, tell us of the wars ! ** 
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FAN IN WAIiIi STBEET. 

A. D. IMT. 

UST where tlie Treasury's marble front 
Looks over Wall Street's mingled 
nations ; 
Wliere Jews and Gentiles most are wont 

To throng for trade and last quotations ; 
Where, hour by hour, the rates of gold 

Outrival, in the ears of people. 
The quarter-chimes, serenely tolled 
From Trinity's undaunted steeple, — 

Even there I heard a strange, wild strain 
Sound high above the modem clamor. 

Above the cries of greed and gain, 
The curbstone war, the auction's hammer ; 
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And swift^ on Music's misiy ways, 
It led, from all this strife for miUions, 

To ancient, sweet-do-notbing days 
Among the kirtle-robed Sicilians. 

And as it stilled the multitude. 

And yet more joyous rose, and shriller, 
I saw the minstrel, where he stood 

At ease against a Doric pillar : 
One hand a droning organ played, 

The other held a Fan's-pipe (fashioned 
Like those of old) to lips that made 

The reeds give out that strain impassioned. 

'T was Pan himself had wandered here 
A-stroUing through this sordid city. 

And piping to the civic ear 
The prelude of some pastoral ditty ! 
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The demigod bad crossed the seas, — 
From haiiats of shepherd, nymph, aud satyr. 

And Syracusan times, — to these 
Far shores and twenty centuries later. 

A ragged cap was on his head ; 

But — hidden thus — there was no doubting 
That, all with crispy locks o^erspread, 

His gnarled horns were somewhere sprout- 

ing; 
His club-feet, cased in rusty shoes. 

Were crossed, as on some frieze you see 
them, 
And trousers, patched of divers hues, 
Concealed his crooked shanks beneath them. 

He filled the quivering reeds with sound. 
And o'er his mouth their changes shifted, 
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And with his goat's-ejes looked around 
Where'er the passing current drifted ; 

And soon, as on Trinacriau hills 
The nymphs and berdsmen ran to hear him, 

Even now the tradesmen from their tills, 
With clerks and porters, crowded near him. 

The bulls and bears together drew 

From Jauncej Court and New Street Alley, 
As erst, if pastorals be true. 

Came beasts from every wooded valley ; 
The random passers stayed to list, — 

A boxer ^gon, rough and merry, 
A Broadway Daphnis, on his tryst 

With Nais at the Brooklyn Ferry. 

A one-eyed Cycbps halted long 
In tiattered cloak of army pattern, 
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And Galatea joined the tlirong, — 
A blowzy, apple-vending slattern ; 

While old Silenus staggered out 
From some new-fangled lunch-bouse handy. 

And bade the piper, with a shout. 
To strike up Yankee Doodle Dandy ! 

A newsboy and a peanut-girl 

• Like little Fauns began to caper : 

His hair was all in tangled curl, 

Her tawny legs were bare and taper; 
And still the gathering larger grew. 

And gave its pence and crowded nigher. 
While aye the shepherd-minstrel blew 

His pipe, and struck the gamut higher. 

heart of Nature, beating still 
With throbs her vernal passion taught her, — 
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Even bere, as on the yine-clad bill^ 

Or by the Aretbusan water ! 
New forms may fold tbe speecb, new lands 

Arise witbin tbese ocean-portals^ 
But Music wa?es eternal wands, — 

Enchantress of tbe souls of mortals ! 

So thought I, — but among ns trod 

A man in blue, with legal baton. 
And scoffed tbe vagrant demigod. 

And pushed him from the step I sat on. 
Doubting I mused upon the cry, 

" Great Pan is dead ! " — and all the people 
Went on their ways : — and clear and high 

The quarter sounded from the steeple. 
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TOUJOUBS AMOUB. 

fiKITHEE teU me, Dimple-Chin, 
At what age does Love begin ? 
Your blue eyes have scarcely seen 
Summers three, my fairy queen, 
But a miracle of sweets. 
Soft approaches, sly retreats. 
Show the little archer there. 
Hidden in your pretty hair ; 
When didst learn a heart to win ? 
Prithee tell me, Dimple-Chin! 



" Oh ! " the rosy lips reply, 
" I can't tell you if I try. 
'T is so long I can't remember : 
Ask some younger lass than 1 1 
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Tell, tell me, Grizzled-Face, 
Do your heart and head keep pace ? 
When does hoary Love expire. 
When do frosts put out the fire ? 
Can its embers bum below 
All that chill December snow ? 
Care you still soft hands to press, 
Bomiy heads to smooth and bless ? 
When does Love give up the chase ? 
Tell, O tell me, Grizzled-Face 1 

"Ah ! " the wise old lips reply, 
" Youth may pass and strength may die ; 
But of Love I can't foretoken : 
Ask some older sage than I ! '' 
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THE DOOBSTSF. 

HE conference-meeting ilirougli at last, 
We boys around the vestry waited 
To see the girls come tripping past 
Like snow-birds willing to be mated. 

Not braver be that leaps the wall 

By level musket-flashes litten, 
Thau I, who stepped before them all 

Who longed to see me get the mitten. 

But no, she blushed and took my arm I 
We let the old folks have the highway. 

And started toward the Maple Farm 
Along a kind of lovers' by-way. 

I can't remember what we said, 
'T was nothing worth a song or story; 
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Yet that rude path by which we sped 
Seemed all transformed and in a glory. 

The snow was crisp beneath our feet, 
The moon was full, the fields were gleaming ; 

By hood and tippet sheltered sweet. 
Her face with youth and health was beaming. 

The little hand outside her muff, — 
O sculptor, if you could but mould it ! — 

So lightly touched my jacket-cuff. 
To keep it warm I had to hold it. 

To have her with me there alone, — 
'T was love and fear and triumph blended. 

At last we reached the foot-worn stone 
Where that delicious journey ended. 

The old folks, too, were almost home ; 
Her dimpled hand the latches fingered. 
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We heard the voices nearer come. 
Yet on the doorstep still we lingered. 

She shook her ringlets from her hood 
And with a " Thank you, Ned," dissembled. 

But yet I knew she understood 
With what a daring wish I trembled. 

A cloud passed kindly overhead, 
The moon was slyly peeping through it, 

Yet hid its face, as if it said, 
" Come, now or never ! do it 1 do it / *' 

My lips till then had only known 
The kiss of mother and of sister, 

But somehow, full upon her own 

Sweet, rosy, darling mouth, — I kissed her ! 

Perhaps 't was boyish love, yet still, 
O listless woman, weary lover ! 
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To feel once more that fresh, wild thrill 
I 'd give — but who can live youth over P 




THE HEABT OF NEW ENGLAND. 

LONG are years of waiting, when 
lovers' hearts are bound 
By words that hold in life and death, and last 

the half-world round ; 
Long, long for him who wanders far and strives 

with all his main. 
But crueller yet for her who bides at home and 
hides her pain I 
And lone are the homes of New England. 

'Twas in the mellow summer I heard her 

sweet reply ; 
The barefoot lads and lassies a-berrying went 

by; 
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The locust dinned amid ike trees; tLe fields 

were liigh vitk com ; 
Tbe vkite-sailed clouds against the sky like 

sbips were onward borne ; 
And blue are tbe skies of New England. 

Her lips were like tb& raspberries : ber cheek 

was soft and fair. 
And little breezes stopped to lift the tangle of 

ber hair; 
A light was in her hazel eyes, and she was 

nothing loath 
To hear the words her lover spoke, and pledged 

me there her troth ; 
And true is the word of New England. 

When September brought the golden-rod, and 

maples burned like fire. 
And bluer than in August rose the village smoke 

and higher. 
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And large and red among the stacks the ripened 

pumpkins shone, — 
One hour, in which to say farewell, was left to 

us alone ; 
And sweet are the Lines of New England. 

We loved each other truly ! hard, hard it was 

to part ; 
But my ring was on her finger, and her hair lay 

next my heart. . ' 

" 'T is but a year, my darling," I said ; " in 

one short year. 
When our Western home is ready, I shall seek 

my Katie here '* ; 
And brave is the hope of New England. 

I went to gain a home for her, and in the 
Golden State 
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With bead and hand I planned and toiled, and 
early worked and late ; 

But luck was all against me, and sickness on 
me lay. 

And ere I got m j strength again 't was many 
a weary day ; 
And long are the thoughts of New Eng- 
land. 

And many a day, and many a month, and thrice 

the rolling year, 
I bravely strove, and stiU the goal seemed 

never yet more near. 
My Katie's letters told me that she kept her 

promise true. 
But now, for very hopelessness, my own to her 

were few ; 
And stem is the pride of New England. 
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But still she trusted in me^ though sick with 

hope deferred ; 
No more among the village choir her voice 

was sweetest heard; 
For when the wild northeaster of the fourth 

long winter blew. 
So thin her frame with pining, the cold wind 

pierced her through ; 
. And diill are the blasts of New England. 

At last my fortunes bettered, on the far Pa- 
cific shore. 

And I thought to see old Windham and mj 
patient love once more ; 

TIThen a kinsman's letter reached me : " Come 
at once, or come too lute 1 

Your Katie's strength is failing ; if you love 
her, do not wait : 
Come back to the elms of New England. 
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O, it wrung my heart with sorrow ! I left idl 

else behind. 
And straight for dear New England I speeded 

like the wind. 
The day and night were blended till I reached 

my boyhood's home. 
And the old clifTs seemed to mock me that I 

had not sooner come ; 
And gray are the rocks of New England. 

I could not think 't was Katie, who sat before 

me there 
Reading her Bible — 't was my gift — and pil- 

lowed in her chair. 
A ring, with all my letters, lay on a little 

stand, — 
She could no longer wear it, so frail her poor, 

white hand 1 
•But strong is the love of New England. 
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Her hair had losi its tai^ijk 
her brow ; 

She uaed tobeajqjoos gid, — bid 

angdnowy — 
Heaven's dariing, luae no looger; jet ia her 

hazel ejes 
The same dear kve-Iight glistened, as she 

soothed mj bitter cries: 
And pure is the faith of New England. 

A month I watched her dying; pale, pale as 

any rose 
That drops its petals one by one and sweetens 

as it goes. 
My life was darkened when at last her large 

eyes closed in death, 
And I heard my own name whispered as she 

drew her parting breath ; 
Still, still was the heart of New Euglaud. 
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It was a wof al funeral the coming sabbath-day : 
We bore her to the barren hill on vhich the 

graveyard lay. 
And when the narrow grave was filled, and 

what we might was done. 
Of all the stricken group around I was the 

loneliest one ; 
And drear are the hiUs of New England. 

I gazed upon the stunted pines, the bleak No- 
vember sky, 

And knew that buried deep with her my heart 
henceforth would lie ; 

And waking in the solemn nights my thoughts 
still thither go 

To Katie, lying in her grave beneath the winter 
snow; 
And cold are the snows of New England. 
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IiAUBA, M7 DABIiING. 

» "^-*' |AURA, my darling, the roses have 

blushed 
At the kiss of the dew, and oui" chamber is 

hushed; 
Our murmuring babe to your bosom has clung. 
And hears in his slumber the song that you 

sung; 
I watch you asleep with your arms round him 

thrown, 
Your links of dark tresses wound in with hb 

own. 
And the wife is as dear as the gentle young 

bride 
Of the hour when you first, darling, came to 

my side. 
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Laura, mj darling, our sail down the stream 
Of Youth's summers and winters has been like 

a dream; 
Years have but rounded your womanl j grace. 
And added their spell to the light of your 

face; 
Your soul is the same as though part were not 

giyes 
To the two, like yourself, sent to bless me from 

heaven, — 
Dear lives, springing forth from the life of my 

life. 
To make yon more near, darling, mother and 

wife I 

Laura, my darling, there 's hazel-eyed Predj 

Asleep in his own tiny cot by the bed. 

And little Sang Arthur, whose curls liave the art 
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Of winding their tendrils so close round my 

heart; 
Yet fairer than either, and dearer than both. 
Is the true one who gave me in girlhood her 

troth: 
For we, when we mated for evil and good, — 
What were we, darling, but babes in the wood ? 

Laura, my darting, the years which have flown 
Brought few of the prizes I pledged to my 

own. 
I said that no sorrow should roughen her 

way,— 
Her life should be cloudless, a long summer's 

day. 
Shadow and sunshine, thistles and flowers. 
Which of the two, darling, most have been 

ours ? 
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Yet to-night, by the smile on your lips, I can 

see 
You are dreaming of me, darling, dreaming of 

me. 

Laura, my darling, the stars that we knew 
In our youth, are still shining as tender and 

true; 
The midnight is sounding its slumberous bell, 
And I come to the one who has loved me so 

well. 
Wake, darling, wake, for my vigil is done : 
What shall dissever our lives wliich are one P 
Say, while the rose list^ens under her breath, 
Nauglit until death, darling, naught nntU 

death ! " 
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ELL, Helen, quite two yean have 
flown 

Since that enclianted, dreamy night, 
When you and I were left alone, 

And wondered whether they were right 
Who said that each the other loved ; 

And thus dehating, yes and no. 
And half in earnest, as it proved. 
We bargained to pretend 't was so. 

Two sceptic children of the world. 
Each with a heart engraven o'er 

With broken love-knots, quaintly curled^ 
Of hot flirtations held before ; 

Yet, somehow, either seemed to And, 
This time, a something more akin 
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To that young, natural love, — the kind 
Which comes but once, and breaks us in. 

What sweetly stolen hours ve knew^ 

And frolics perilous as gay 1 
Though lit in sport. Love's taper grew 

More bright and burning day by day. 
We knew each heart was only lent, 

Tlie other's ancient scars to heal: 
The very thought a pathos blent 

With all the mirth we tried to feeL 

How bravely, when the time to part 

Came with the wanton season's close. 
Though nature with our mutual art 

Had mingled more than either chose. 
We smothered Love, upon the verge 

Of folly, in one last embrace. 
And buried him without a dirge. 

And turned, and left his resting-place. 
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Yet often (tell me what it means I) 

His spirit steals upon me here. 
Far, far away from all the scenes 

His little lifetime held so dear ; 
He comes : I hear a mystic strain 

In which some tender memory lies ; 
I dally with your hair again ; 

I catch the gleam of violet eyes. 

Ah, Helen ! how have matters been 

Since those rude obsequies, with you ? 
Say, is my partner in the sin 

A sharer of the penance too ? 
Again the vision 's at my side : 

I drop my liead upon my breast. 
And wonder if he really died. 

And why his spirit will not rest. 
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HOW OLD BBOWN TOOK EABFSSB'S 

FEBBY. 

OHN BROWN ia Kansas settled, like 
a steadfast Yankee fanner. 
Brave and godly, with four sons, all stal- 
wart men of migbt. 
There he spoke aloud for freedom, and the 
Border-strife grew warmer. 
Till the Bangers fired his dwelling, in his 
absence, in the night ; 
And Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Came homeward in the morning — to find his 
house burned down. 

Then he grasped his trusty rifle and boldly 
fought for freedom; 
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Smote from border unto border the fierce^ 
invading band ; 
And he and his brave boys vowed — so might 
Heaven help and speed 'em ! — 
They would save those grand old prairies 
from the curse that blights the land; 
And Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Said, ''Boys, the Lord will aid usl" and he 
shoved his ramrod down. 

And the Lord did aid these men, and they 

labored day and even. 
Saving Kansas from' its peril ; and their very 

lives seemed charmed, 
Till the ruffians killed one son, in the blessed 

light of Heaven, — 
' In cold blood the fellows slew him, as he 

journeyed aU unarmed; 
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Then Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Slied not a tear, but shut his teeth, and frowned 
a terrible frown ! 

Then they seized another brave boy, — not amid 

the heat of battle. 

But in peace, behind his ploughshare, — and 

they loaded him with chains. 

And with pikes, before their horses, even as 

they goad their cattle. 

Drove him cruelly, for their sport, and at 

last blew out his brains; 

Then Old Brown, 

Osawatomie Brown, 
Baised his right hand up to Heaven, calling 

Heaven's vengeance down. 

And he swore a fearful oath, by the name of 
the Almighty, 
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He would hunt this raveniug eyil that had 
scathed and torn him so ; 
He would seize it by the vitals; he would 
crush it day and night; he 
Would so pursue its footsteps^ so return it 
blow for blow. 
That Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Should be a name to swear by, in backwoods 
or in town ! 

Then his beard became more grizzled, and his 
wild blue eye grew wilder. 
And more sharply curved his hawk's-nose, 
snuffing battle from afar; 
And he and the two boys left, though the 
Kansas strife waxed milder. 
Grew more sullen, till was over the bloody 
Border War, 
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And Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Had gone crazy, as they reckoned by his fear- 
ful glare and frown. 

So he left the plains of Kansas and their bitter 
woes behind him, • 
% Slipt off into Yirginia, where the statesmen 

all are bom. 
Hired a farm by Harper's Perry, and no one 
knew where to find him. 
Or whether he 'd turned parson, or was jack- 
eted and shorn; 
For Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Mad as he was, knew texts enough to wear a 
parson's gown. 

L He bought no ploughs and harrows, spades and 

shovels, aiid such trifles; 
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But quietly to his ranclio there came^ by 
every train. 
Boxes full of pikes and pistols, and his well- 
beloyed Sharp's rifles ; 
And eighteen other madmen joined their 
leader there again. 
Says Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
''Boys, we 've got an army large enough to 
march and take the town ! 

" Take the town, and seize the muskets, free 
the negroes and then arm them ; 
Carry the County and the State, ay, and all 
the potent South. 
On their own heads be the slaughter, if their 

victims rise to harm them — 
^ These Virginians I who believed not, nor 
would heed the warniiig mouth." 



\ 



53 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Says Old Brovn, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
" The world shall see a Republic, or my name 
is not John Brown.'* 

'T was the sixteenth of October, on the even- 
ing of a Sunday : 
''This good work," declared the captain, 
" shall be on a holy night ! " 
It was on a Suuday evening, and before the 
noon of Monday, 
With two sons, and Captain Stephens, fifteen 
privates — black and white, 
Captain Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Marched across the bridged Potomac, and 
knocked the sentry down ; 

Took the guarded armory-building, and the 
' • muskets and the cannon ; 
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Captured all the, county majors and the 
colonels^ one by one ; 
Scared to death each gallant scion of Yirgink 
they jan on. 
And before the noon of Monday, I say, the 
deed was done. 
Mad Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
With Ills eighteen other crazy men, went in 
and took the town. 

Tery little noise and blaster, little smell of 
powder made he ; 
It was all done in the midnight, like the 
Errrperor's coup d^Stat. 
** Cut the wires ! Stop the rail-cars ! Hold 
the streets and bridges ! " said he. 
Then declared the new Republic, with him- 
self for guiding star, — 
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This old Brown^ 
Osawatomie Brown ; 
And the bold two thousand citizens xan off 
and left the town. 

Then was riding and railroading and express- 

ing here and thither; 
And the Martinsburg Sharpshooters and 

the Gharlestown Yolunteers, 
And the Shepherdstown and Winchester Mili- 

■ 

tia hastened whither 
Old Brown was said to muster his ten thou* 
sand grenadiers. 
General Brown ! 
Osawatomie Brown ! ! 
Behind whose rampant banner all the North 
was pouring down. 

But at last, 't is said, some prisoners escaped 
from Old Brown's durance. 
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And the effervescent valor of the Chivalry 
broke out^ 
When they learned that nineteen madmen had 
the marvellous assurance — 
Only nineteen — thus to seize the place and 
drive them straight about ; 
And Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Found an army come to take him, encamped 
around the town. 

But to storm, with all the forces I have men- 
tioned, was too risky ; 
So they hurried off to Eichmond for the 
• Government Marines, 
Tore them from their weeping matrons, fired 
their souls with Bourbon whiskey, 
Till they battered down Brown's castle with 
their ladders and machines ; 
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And Old Browiiy 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Heceiyed three bayonet stabs, and a cnt on 
bis brave old crown. 

Tallybo! the old Yirginia gentry gather to 
the baying ! 
In they rushed and killed the game, shoot- 
ing lustily away ; 
And whene'er they slew a rebel, those who 
came too late for slaying. 
Not to bse a share of glory, fired their 

m 

bullets in his clay ; 
And Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
Saw his sons fall dead beside him, and between 
them laid him down. 

How the conquerors wore their laurels ; how 
they hastened on the trial ; 
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How Old Brown, was placed, half dying, on 
the Charlestown court-house floor ; 
How he spoke his grand oration, in the scorn 
of all denial ; 
Wliat the brave old madman- told them, — 
these are known the country o'er. 
** Hang Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown," 
Said the judge, '' and all such rebels ! " with 
his most judicial frown. 

But, Virginians, don't do it! for I tell you 

that the flagon. 

Filled with blood of Old Brown's offspring, 

was first poured by Southern hands ; 

And each drop from Old Brown's life-veins, 

like the red gore of the dragon. 
May spring up a vengeful Fury, hissing through 
your slave-worn lands ! 
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And Old Brown, 
Osawatomie Brown, 
May trouble yon more than ever, when you Ve 
nailed his coffin down ! 

November, 1859. 

CAVALBY SONG. 




UR good steeds snuff the evening air. 
Our pulses with their purpose tingle ; 
The foeman's fires are twinkling there ; 
He leaps to hear our sabres jingle I 

Halt! 
Each carbine send its whizzing ball : 
Now, cling ! clang ! forward all, 
Into the fight I 

Dash on beneath the smoking dome. 
Through level lightnings gallop nearer! 
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One look to Heaven ! No thoughts of home : 
The guidons that we bear are djcarer. 

Charge ! 
Cling ! clang ! forward all ! 
Heaven help those whose horses fall ! 
Cut left and right ! 

They flee before our fierce attack ! 

They fall, they spread in broken surges ! 
Now, comrades, bear our wounded back, 
And leave the foeman to his dirges. 

Wheel ! 
The bugles sound the swift recall : 
Cling ! clang ! backward all ! 
Home, and good night 1 




J 
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THE OLD IiOVS AND THE NEW. 

NCE ttiore on the fallow HQside^ as of 
old, I lie at rest 
Eor an hour, while the sunshine trembles 

through the walnut-tree to the west, — 
Shakes ot the rocks and fragrant ferns, and 

the berrj-bushes around ; 
And I watch, as of old, the cattle graze in the 

. lower pasture-ground. 

Of the. Saxon months of blossom, when the 

merle and mavis sing. 
And a dust of gold falls everywhere from the 

soft midsummer's wing, 
I only know from my poets, or from pictures 

that hither come. 
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Sweet with the smile of the hawthorn-hedge 
and the scent of the harvest-home. 

But July in our own New England, — I bask 

myself in its prime, 
Ab one in the light of a face he loves^ and 

has not seen for a time ! 
Again the perfect blue of the sky; the fresh 

green woods ; the caU 
Of the cre^«d jay ; the tangled vines that cover 

the frost-thrown wall : 

Sounds and sliadows remembered well I the 
ground-bee's droning hum; 

The distant musical tree-tops ; the locust beat-, 
ing his drum ; 

And the ripened July warmth, that seems akin 
to a fire which stole. 
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Long sammers since, through the thews of 
jouth^ to soften and harden my soul. 

Here it was that I loved her — as only a strip- 
ling can. 

Who doats on a girl that others know no mate 
for the future man ; 

It was well, perhaps, that at last my pride and 
honor outgrew her art, 

That there came an hour, when from broken 
chains I fled — with a broken heart. 

'T was well : but the fire would still flash up in 
sharp, heat-lightning gleams. 

And ever at night the false, Mr face shone into 
passionate dreams ; 

The fiedse, fair form, through many a year, was 
somewhere close at my side, 
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And crept, as by right, to my very arms and 
the place of my patient bride. 

Bride and vision have passed away, and I am 

again alone; 
Changed by years; not wiser, I thinks but 

only different grown: 
Not 80 much nearer wisdom is a man than a 

boy, forsooth, 
Though, in scorn of what has come and gonSj 

he hates the ways of his. youth. 

In seven years, I have heard it said, a soul 

shall change its frame; 
Atom for atom, the man shall be the same, yet 

not the same ; 
The last of the ancient ichor shall pass away 

from his veins. 
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And a new-bom light shall fill the eyes whose 
ear]ier lustre wanes. 

In seven years, it is written, a man shall shift 

his mood; 
Good shall seem what was evil, and evil the 

tiling that was good: 
Ye that welcome the coming and speed the 

parting guest. 
Tell me, O winds of summer I am I not half- 

confest ? 

Tor along the tide of this mellow month new 

fancies guide my helm. 
Another form has entered my heart as rightful 

queen of the realm ; 
From under their long black laslies new eyes —« 

half-blue, half-gray — 
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Pierce through my soul, to drive the ghost of 
the old love quite away. 

Sliadow of years ! at last it sinks in the sepul- 
chre of the past, — 

A gentle image and fair to see ; but was my 
passion so vast P 

« For you," I said, " be you false or true, are 
ever life of my hfe I " 

Was it myself or another who spoke, and asked 
her to be his wife ? 

For here on the dear old hillside I lie at rest again, 
And think with a quiet self-content of all the 

passion and pain. 
Of the strodg resolve and tlie after-strife : but 

the vistas round me seem 
So little changed that I hardly know if the 

past is not a dream. 
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Can I have sailed, for seveu years, iar oat in 

the open world ; 
Have tacked and drifted here and tLere, by 

eddying currents whirled; 
Haye gained and lost, and found again ; and 

now, for a respite, come 
Once more to the happy scenes of old, and the 

haven I voyaged from P 



Blended, infinite murmurs of True Love's earli- 
est song. 

Where are you slumbering out of the heart 
that gave you echoes so long? 

But chords that have ceased to vibrate the 
swell of an ancient strain 

May thrill with a soulful music when rightly 
touched again. 
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Hock and forest and meadow^ — landscape 

perfect and true! 
O, if ourselves were tender and all nnchaage- 

ful as yon, 
I should not now be dreaming of seven years 

that have been. 
Nor bidding old love good by forever, and let* 

ting the new love in I 

BOHEMIA. 

A PILGRIMAGE. 

HEN buttercups are blossoming. 
The poets sang, 't is best to wed : 
So all for love we paired in Spring — 
Blanclie and I — ere youth had sped. 
For Autumn's wealth brings Autumn's wane. 
Sworn fealty to royal Art 
Was ours, and doubly liuked the chain, 
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With symbols of her high domain. 
That twined us ever heart to heart ; 
And onward, hke the Babes in the Wood, 
We rambled, till before us stood 
The outposts of Bohemia. 

For, roaming blithely many a day, 
Eftsoons our little hoard of gold. 
Like Christian's follies, slipt away. 
Unloosened from the pilgrim's bold. 
But left us just as blithe and free ; 
Whereat our footsteps turned aside 
From lord and lady of degree. 
And bore us to that brave countree 
Where merrily we now abide, — 
That proud and humble, poor and grand. 
Enchanted, golden Gypsy-Land, 
The Valley of Bohemia. 
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Together from the higher clime, 

By terraced cliff and copse along, 

Adowu the slant we stept, in time 

To many another pilgrim's song. 

And came where faded far away, 

Eacii side, the kingdom's ancient wall, 

From breaking nnto dying day ; 

Beyond, the magic valley lay. 

With glimpse of shimmering stream and fall ; 
And here, between twin turrets, ran. 
Built o'er with arch and barbican, 
The entrance to Bohemia. 

Beneath the lichened parapet 
Grim-sculptured Gog and Magog bore 
The Royal Arms, — Hope's Anchor, set 
In azure, on a field of or. 
With pendent mugs, and hands that wield 
A lute and tambour, graven clear ; 
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What seemed a poet's scroll revealed 
The antique legend of the shield : 
Cambrinus. l^ex, f}tltit, WLiWdiilU* fyrrr* 

^osneD. faittf;. ge. Ittnge. of. S^etot. 

4^. faiorlDe^&Jorne. IPilffttm. pMSt. belofDr* 
(ZTo* ?ntre, fagre, iSof^emia. 

No churlish warder barred the gate. 
Nor other pass was needed there 
Than equal heart for either fate. 
And barren scrip, and hope to spare. 
Through the gray archway, hand in hand. 
We walked, beneath the rampart high, 
And on within the wondrous land ; 
There, changed as by enchanter's wand. 
My sweetheart, fairer to the eye 
Than ever, moved along serene 
In hood and cloak, — a gypsy queen, 
Boru princess of Bohemia I 
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A fairy realm I where slope and streao^ 
Champaign and upland, town and grange, 
Like shadowy shiftings of a dream. 
Forever blend and interchange ; 
A magic clime 1 where, hour by hour. 
Storm, cloud, and sunshine, fleeting by. 
Commingle, and, through shine and shower. 
Bright castles, lit with rainbows, tower. 
Emblazoning the distant sky 

With glimmering glories of a land 

Ear off, yet ever close at hand 
As hope, in brave Bohemia. 

On either side the travelled way. 
Encamped along the sunny downs. 
The blithesome, bold Bohemians lay ; 
Or hid, in quaintly-gabled towns. 
At smoke-stained inns of musty date. 
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And splder-liaunted attic nooks 
In empty bouses of the great. 
Still smacking of tlieir ancient state, — 
Strewn round with pipes and mouldy books, 
And robes and buskins over-worn. 
That well become the careless scorn 
And freedom of Bohemia. 

For, loving Beauty, and, by cliance, 
Too poor to make her all in all. 
They spurn her half-way maintenance. 
And let things mingle as they fall ; 
Dissevered from all other climes. 
Yet compassing the whole round world, 
Where'er are jests, and jousts at rhymes. 
True love, and careless, jovial times, 
Great souls by jilting Fortune whirled. 
Men that were born before their day. 
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Kingly, without a realm to sway. 
Yet mouardis in Bohemia ; 

And errant wielders of the quill ; 

And old-world princes^ strayed afar^i 

In threadbare exile chasing still 

The glimpses of a natal star ; 

And Woman — taking refuge there 

With woman's toil, and trust, and song. 

And something of a piquant air 

Defiant, as who must and dare 

Steer her own shallop, right or wrongs 
A certain noble nature schools. 
In scorn of smaller, mincing rules* 
The maidens of Bohemia, 

But we pursued our pilgrimage 

Far on, through hazy lengths of road« 
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Or crumbling cities gray witli age ; 
And stayed in many a queer abode. 
Days, seasons, years, — wherein were born 
Of infant pilgrims, one, two, three ; 
And ever, though with travel worn. 
Nor garnered for the morrow's mom. 
We seemed a merry company, — 
We, and the mat-es whom friendship, or 
What sunshine fell within our door. 
Drew to us in Bohemia. 

For Ambrose — priest without a cure — 
Christened our babes, and drank the wine 
He blessed, to make the blessing sure ; 
And Ralph, the limner — half-divine 
The picture of my Blanche he drew. 
As Saint Cecilia 'mong the caves, — 
She singing ; eyes a holy blue. 
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Uptumeif and rapturous ; liair, in hue, 

Gold rippled into amber waves. 
There, too, is wayward, wild Annette, 
Danseuse and warbler and grisette. 
True daughter of Bohemia, 

But all by turns and nothing long ; 
And Bose, whose needle gains her bread ; 
And bookish Sibyl, — she whose tongue 
The bees of Hybla must have fed ; 
And one — a poet — nowise sage 
For self, but gay companion boon 
And prophet of the golden age ; 
He joined us in our pilgrimage 
Long since, one early Autumn noon 

When, faint with journeying, we sate 

Within a wayside hostel-gate 
To rest us in Bohemia. 
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In rusty garb, but witb an air 
Of grace, that hunger could not wbeltDy 
He told his wants, and — '* Could we spare 
Aught of the current of the realm — 
A shilling ? " — which I gave ; and so 
Came talk, and Blanche's kindly smile ; 
Whereat he felt his heart aglow. 
And said : *' Lo, here is silrer ! ]o. 
Mine host hath ale ! and it were rile, 
If so much coin were spent by me 
Por bread, when such good company 
Is gathered in Bohemia.* 



M 



Hicher than Kaiser on his throne, 
A royal stoup he bade them bring ; 
And so, with many of mine own. 
His shilling ranished on the wing ; 
And many a skyward-floating strain 
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He sang, we chomsiiig the lay 

Till all tke hostel rang again; 

But when the daj b^an to wane. 

Along the sequd of our way 

He kept us pace ; and, since that time. 
We never lack for song and rhyme 
To cheer us, in Bohemia. 

And once we stopped a twelvemonth, where 
Fivescore Bohemians began 
Their scheme to cheapen bed and fare. 
Upon a late-discovered plan ; 
" For see," they said, ** the sum bow small 
By which one pilgrim's wants are met ! 
And if a host together fall. 
What need of any cash at all ? " 
Though how it worked I half forget. 
Yet still the same old dance and song 
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We found, — the kindly, blithesome throng 
And joyance of Bohemia. 

* 
Thus onward through the Magic Land, 

With varying chance. But once there past 

A mystic shadow o'er our baud, 

Deeper than Want could ever cast« 

For, oh, it darkened little eyes ! 

We saw our youngest darling die. 

Then robed her in her palmer's guise. 

And crossed the fair hands pilgrim-wiae« 

And, one by one, so tenderly^ 
Came Ambrose, Sibyl, Ralph, and Bose, 
Strewing each sweetest flower that grows 
In wildwoods of Bohemia. 

But last the Poet, sorrowiug, stood 

Above the tiny clay, and said : 

" Bright little Spirit, pure and good. 
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Wliither so far away hast fled 
Full soon thou trjest that other sphere : 
. Whatever is lacking in our lives 
Thou dost attain ; for Heaven is near, 
Methinks, to pilgrims wandering here. 
As to that one who never strives 

With fortune, — has not come to know 
^he pride and pain that dwell so low 
In valleys of Bohemia.'^ 

' He ceased, and pointed solemnly 
Through western windows ; and we saw 
That lustrous castle of the sky 
Gleam, touched with flame ; and heard with awe. 
About us, gentle whisperings 
Of unseen watchers hovering near 
Our dead, and rustling angel wings ! 
Now, whether this or that year brings 
The valley's end, or, haply, here 
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Our pilgrimage for life must last. 
We know not ; but a sacred past 
Has kallowed all Bohemia. 
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_PLENDORS of morning the billow- 
1^ crests brighten. 

Lighting and luring them on to the land, — 
Tar-away waves where the wan vessels whiten^ 
Blue rollers breaking in surf where we stand. 
Curved like the necks of a legion of horses^ 

Each with his froth-gilded mane flowing free. 
Hitiier they speed in perpetual courses. 
Bearing thy riches, O beautiful sea 1 

Strong with the striving of yesterday's surges. 
Lashed by the wanton winds leagues from 
the shore. 
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Each, driven £ast by its follower, urges 

Fearlessly those that are fleetiug before ; 
How they leap over the ridges we walk on. 
Flinging us gifts from the depths of the 
sea, — 
Silvery fish for the foam-bunting falcon. 
Palm-weed and pearls for my darling and 
me! 

Light falls her foot where the rift follows after. 

Finer her hair than your feathery spray, 
Sweeter her voice than your infinite laughter, — 

Hist ! ye wild couriers, list to my lay ! 
Deep in the chambers of grottos auroral 

Mom laves her jewels and bends her red 
knee: 
Thence to my dear one your amber and coral 

Bring for her dowry, O beautiful sea ! 
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••THE UNDI8COVEBED COUNTBY." 

OULD we but know 

The land that ends our dark^ uncer- 
tain travel, 
Where lie those happier hills and meadows 
low, — 
Ah, if beyond the spirit's inmost cavil^ 
Aught of that country could we surely know. 
Who would not go P 

Might we but hear 
The hovering angels' high imagined chorus. 
Or catch, betimes, with wakeful eyes and 
clear 
One radiant vista of the realm before us, — 
With one rapt moment given to see and 
hear. 
Ah, who would fear P 
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Were we quite sure 
To find tbe peerless friend wbo left ns lonely. 
Or there, by some celestial stream as pure. 
To gaze in eyes that here were lovelit only, — 
This weary mortal coil, were we quite sure. 
Who would endure ? 
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ARTH, let thy softest mantle rest 
On this worn child to thee return- 



ing, 
Whose youth was nurtured at thy breast, 

Who loved thee with such tender yearning ! 
He knew thy fields and woodland ways, 

And deemed thy humblest son his brother : — 
Asleep, beyond our blame or praise. 

We yield him back, gentle Mother ; 
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Of praise, of blame, he drauk his fill : 

Who has not read the life-long storj ? 
And dear we hold his fame, but still 

The man was dearer than his glory. 
And now to us are left alone 

The closet where his shadow lingers, 
The vacant chair, — that was a throne, — 

The pen, just fallen from his fingers. 



Wrath changed to kindness on that pen ; 

Though dipped in gall, it flowed with honey ; 
One flash from out the cloud, and then 

The skies with smile and jest were sunny. 
Of hate he surely lacked the art. 

Who made his enemy his lover : 
reverend head and Christian heart ! 

Where now their like the round world over P 
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He saw Ibe goodoess. Dot tlie taint, 

Tn manj a poor, do-Dotl)ing creature. 
And gave to siDner and to saiut. 

But kept bis faith id human nature ; 
FercLaDce he was not worldlj-wise. 

Yet we who noted, standing nearer. 
The shrewd, kind twinkle in his ejes, 

For eTei; wealuiess Leid liim dearer, 

Alas that unto him who gave 

So much, so little should be giren I 
Himself alone he might not save 

Of all for whom lib bands bad striven. 
Place, freedom, fame, his work bestowed : 

Men took, and passed, and leftbim' — '" 
Wliat marvel if, beneath his load. 

At times he craved — for justice o 
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Yet thauklessness, the serpent's tootb. 

His lofty purpose could not alter ; 
Toil had no power to bend his youth. 

Or make his lusty manhood falter ; 
From envy's sliug, from slander's dart, 

That armored soul the body shielded. 
Till one dark sorrow chilled his heart. 

And then he bowed his head and yielded. 

Now, now, we measure at its worth 

The gpracious presence gone forever I 
The wrinkled East, that gave him birth. 

Laments with every laboring river; 
Wild moan the free winds of the West 

For him who gathered to her prairies 
Tlie sons of men, and made each crest 

The haunt of happy household fairies ; 
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And angnish sits upon the mouth 

Of her who came to know Lim httest : 
His heart was ever thine, O Sooth ! 

He was thj truest friend, and greatest ! 
He shonned thee in thj splendid shame. 

He stayed thee in thj Toioeless sorrow ; 
The day thon shalt forget his name. 

Fair South, can have no sadder morrow. 

The tears that fall from eyes unused, — 

The hands above his grave united, — 
The words of men whose lips he loosed. 

Whose cross he bore, whose wrongs he 
righted, — 
Could he but know, and rest with this ! 

Yet stay, through Death's low-lying hollow. 
His one last foe's insatiate hiss 

On that benignant shade would follow 1 

364107r 
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Peace I while we shroud this man of men 
Let no unhallowed word be spoken ! 

4 

He will not answer thee again^ 

His mouth is sealed, his wand is broken. 
Some holier cause, some vaster trust 

Beyond the veil, he doth inherit : 
gently. Earth, receive his dust. 

And Heaven soothe his troubled spirit ! 
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NE by one they died, — 
Last of all their race ; 
Nothing left but pride. 

Lace, and buckled hose. 
Their quietus made» 

On their dwelling-place 
Ruthless hands are laid : 

Down the old house goes I 
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See the ancient manss 
Meet its fate at last ! 
Time, in his advance, 

Age nor honor knows ; 
Axe and broadaxe fall. 

Lopping off the Fast : 
Hit with bar and maul, 

Down the old hoase goes 1 

Sevenscore years it stood : 

Yes, they built it well. 
Though they built of wood. 
When that house arose. 
For its cross-beams square 

Oak and walnut fell ; 
Little worse for wear, 

Down the old lioase goes ! 

Rending board and plank. 
Men with orowbars ply. 
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Opening fissures dank. 

Striking deadly blows. 
From the gabled roof 

How the shingles fly I 
Keep you here aloof, — 

Down the old house goes ! 

Holding still its place, 

Tliere the chimney stands. 
Stanch from top to base. 

Frowning on its foes. 
Heave apart the stones. 
Burst its iron bands ! 
How it shakes and groans ! 
Down the old house goes ! 

Bx)nnd the mantel-piece 
Glisten Scripture tiles ; 
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Heucefortli tliej shall cease 
Painting Egypt's woes. 

Painting David's fight. 
Fair Bathsbeba's smiles. 

Blinded Samson's miglit, — 
Down the old house goes ! 

On these oaken floors 

High-shoed ladies trod; 
Through those panelled doors 

Trailed their furbelows: 
Long their da; lias ceased ; 
. Now, beaeatli the sod. 
With the worms tbej feast, — 

Down the old house goes ! 

Man; a bride has stood 

In joD spacious room; 

Here her hand was wooed 

Underneath the rose ; 
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O'er that sill the dead 

Reached the family tomb : 
AH, that were, have fled, — 
Down the old house goes ! 

Once, in yonder hall, 

Washington, they say. 
Led the New- Year's ball. 

Stateliest of beaux. 
O that minuet, 

Maids and matrons gay ! 
Are there such sights yet ? 
Down the old house goes I 

British troopers came 

Ere another year. 
With their coats aflame, 
Mincuig on their toes ; 
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Daughters of the bottsd 

Gave th6m hmighty eh^r^ 
Laughed to 6<!dtiithdrvov«i««^ . 
Down the old house goes ! 

Doorway high the ho% 

In the grass-plot spreads; 
It has borne its locks 

Through a thouSflttd snows ; 
In ail evil day. 

From those gaifdefi-beds 
Now 't is hacked away, -— 
Down the Old house goes ! 

Lo I the sycamores, 

Scathed and scrawny mates. 
At the mansion doors 
Shitcr, full of woes; 
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With its life they grew. 

Guarded well its gates ; 
Now their task is through, — 
Bown the old house goes ! 

On this honored site 

Modem trade will build, — 
What unseemly fright 

Heaven only knows ! 
Something peaked and high. 

Smacking of the guild : 
Let us heave a sigh, — 

Down the old house goes ! 
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